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Sycamore Avenue was a strange place. It was a tree lined street just metres from the world famous 
Hollywood Boulevard. Yet, on warm, sunny days, it was a hive of peace and tranquillity. Maybe it was because 
of its proximity to the Hollywood Hills. Maybe it was the patch of park at the very top of the street that 


added an air of normality. 


Or maybe it was because he was no longer living there. 


Parking his car in the space beneath the tree, David looked up at the building that had been his first home 
away from Minnesota. 1736 North Sycamore Avenue was a mix of concrete and sheet metal and how, after 
everything that had happened in that building, it was still standing was a mystery to David. Well tended patches 
of grass sat in front of the building, flowers and trees blossoming in them. Once upon a time, they'd opened 
straight out onto the pavement, allowing people to sit, talk, play, and drink beer. Now they were enclosed behind 
black railings as though the owners wanted to keep them pristine. 


How much had happened on those patches of grass? How many nights had he sat on them, talking with Dave 
and the other musicians from the building? How many beers had they drunk on them? How many joints had 
been smoked during those halcyon nights? How many times had they been yelled at for urinating against the 


trees? Back in those days, there had been no flower beds. No doubt it would have taken too much time, effort 


and money to maintain them against the hoards of musicians and artists that lived behind the facade. 


Most, if not all, of the buildings on that stretch of North Sycamore Avenue housed a mix of apartments, 
cheap hotels, and general crash spaces for the creative people who wanted to be close to the action. In 1983, 
David moved into Sycamore Lanai with the dream of going to the Musicians Institute just down the road. 


Yet the dream would never pan out, crushed by a plant pot from above. 

SHUT THE FUCK UPI! 

Twenty years later, those words still stung. But now they hurt for a whole other reason 
David glanced down at the copy LA Record that lap in his lap. 


Megadeth Duo Split After Twenty Years the headline read. 


He felt crushed by the words. Hurt and humiliated that it would become headline news. Relationships ended 
every day and didn't get dragged through the gutter. Yet this one was different. It always had been. 


Leaning his head against the car window, David stared up at the building. Memories flickered across his mind 


and, if he closed his eyes, he could see that fateful day when his life changed forever. 


The nerves had eaten away at him as he walked up the stairs and along the corridor to the apartment that 
the plant pot had come from. Even Greg's comforting presence hadn't helped as David had knocked on the door. 
He'd heard grunting and yelling and, finally, the door was heaved open to reveal a partially clothed man Wild 
curls of orange hair had spiralled over their naked shoulders and down a lean, skinny chest. Hazel eyes, filled 
will anger, had glared at him as the man’s lips had curled back into a sneer. When David had asked about 
cigarettes, the door had been slammed in his face. At that, he'd nearly retreated back along the hallway. But 
something, a small voice in the back of his mind, had told him to knock again. This time he'd asked for beer and 


the man's face had changed from anger to acceptance. 


After that had come beer, drugs, and stardom. The one thing they'd managed to keep from everyone was 
their tumultuous relationship. It was a relationship that had been plagued with drink and drugs. Dave's temper 


had only grown worse when David had sobered up. 


Yet, despite the rockiness of their relationship, they'd loved one another with an intensity that had known no 
boundaries. Their wild lifestyle had flowed into their personal one. Even in their sober lives, nights had been 
spent making love until the sun came up before they'd both fallen into deep, undisturbed sleeps. Sure, they'd 
fought. But once the argument was over, they'd made love like it was their final day on Earth. Nothing could 
pull them apart. 


Until now. 


Again, his mind began to wander back to those beautiful first days. The moments they'd spent getting to know 
one another. Beneath his hard exterior, Dave had been a lover. He'd been desperately looking for that one 


person who he could connect with. The person who was the missing piece of his soul. And he'd found it in 


David. 


As the band's popularity grew, the whole area had become their playground. From the gritty Hollywood streets 
to the opulence of the hills beyond it. They'd been invited to parties and premières, meals and, if David's 
memory served him right, orgies. It had been the 80's and no one had given a flying fuck about safe sex and 
AIDS. 


One of the orgies had taken place at the Magic Castle Hotel in the hills not far from their home. He couldn't 
remember who had organised it, some Hollywood high flyer who'd wanted some rough and ready metal boys 
around. There'd been bottles of champagne, silver trays of cocaine and rooms full of horny men Before he'd 
known what was happening, David had found himself in one of the hotel rooms, naked and high as a kite. There'd 
been five, maybe more, men. All he remembered was it had been an amazing night, one with a sense of 
freedom that was no longer tied to his Christian morals. He'd cut himself loose and allowed himself to be free, 
partaking in whatever he wanted. And if that had meant copious amounts of drugs and sex with anonymous 
men, then so be it. Neither Dave, nor himself, had cared during those moments. They'd known that they were 
made for one another and that the men they were whored out to were nameless entities that would be gone 


by morning. 


One another. That was all they'd had in those first days and years. The only one they could rely on was the 
one they'd shared a bed with. That bedroom had been their safe place, a haven away from a world that 
wanted to tear them apart. It was the place where they could be together and reconnect as the rejections and 
hostilities began As they began to gain traction, it became a place where they celebrated and rejoiced They 
were one another's secret, the person they stood proudly beside as they inked their first deal, pressed their 
first album, and collected their first awards. 


Then, in 2002, it had fallen apart. An injury had forced Dave into reclusion, pushing him away from the world. 
In the process, he'd pushed David away until the arguments became too much to bare. It had been David who'd 
walked away from it all. He'd made the choice that would ultimately fracture them apart, leaving Megadeth as 
a smoking wreckage in the distance. 

It was over. 

Finished. 

Gone. 


No more Megadeth. No more Dave N' Junior. Nothing. 


For the first time in twenty years, he was alone. Alone and hurting, his heart shattered into a million pieces. 


And it was a jigsaw he'd never have a hope of putting back together. With a few words, and years of 


frustration, he'd lost his safe place. No longer did he have anywhere he could run to to shelter from the rains 
of life. 


Turning on the engine, David felt himself choke up as Madonna spilled from the radio. 
This used to be our pride and joy, 


This used to be the place we ran fo, 
That no one in the world could dare destroy. 


With one final look up at Sycamore Lanai, David whispered, "This used to be my playground." 


